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‘¢ Prompt to improve and to invite, 
sé We blend instruction with delight. "—POPE. © 
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« While her laugh fall of life without any control, 
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“To virtue if these Tales pe rsuade, 
** Our pleasing toil is well repaid.” 


FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY 


Che Pappy HArccting. 


(Concluded.) 





But the sweet one of gracefulness wrung from the soul ; | 
Avd where it most sparkled no glance could discover, 
In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brightened all over ; 
Like any fair Lake that the breeze is upon, 
When it breaks into dimples and laughsin the sun.” | 
Such was the picture of Laura Sidney, when, 
animated, and before brother Albert left her) 
she was rarely otherwise. No anxious care: 
preyed upon her spirits—no regrets lowered | 
over the past, and no fears, over the future. ! 
A fine fancy, sparkling intellect, indulgent pa- 
rents, fond flattering friends, all conspired to 
pour happiness in her bosom and bliss in all: 
her anticipations. She lived, as if on classic 
ground, Fronting her father’s stood the sem- 
inary, Where she had formed her first intima- 
cies, Where with hundreds of her sex, she had 
mingled the first tokens of friendship, and the’ 
last tears of separation. LEvery sport was fall 
of vivid recollections, happy as the hour that 
fires painted them on the mind. Oh, how, 
‘hese scenes once gladdened, and oh, how like 
a grave-yard they had now become. How! 
may the richest viands become loathsome when 
‘he palate sickens! How may the brightest 
scenes darken, when the heart grows heavy. 
and the soul shuts its blinds! To feel lonely 
and desolate with all the world about us—to be 
tortured in every step by the ghost of some: 
departed joy, whose thrilling touch calls life- 
drops from every nerve—-to think that the only 
being that loved us,and in whom we confided, is 
far away, and oh, to think that even he has 
forgotten us! ’tis the essence of pangs distilled 


through the soul! Yet Laura felt all this in the, 


absence of her brother ; and now when month 
after month had passed without one kind word, 
it was too much for poor humanity ! 

* Cruel brother, how can he treat me thus! 
This” taking up Walter’s letter, “ tells me he 


is travelling, and this again,” opening one she. 


had received the mail previous, “ tells me he 
is not returned, and where can I now direct? | 
To his friend? Indeed, he wiites so sweetly, 
I could almost believe it Albert himself, in 
disguise. IfI could see this friend, he would | 
tell me all—Pshaw ! how foolish to think of 


Shall be satisfied.”’ 


Thus she talked and mourned with herself, 
while May was filling all around with laughter. 
At her request, her mother had received a 
boarder, and Laura anxious for company, and 
sympathy, had welcomed her into her own 
chamber. There are various causes that draw 
human beings to each other, but generally they 
may be resolved into congeniality of natural, 
or occasional feeling. Grief kisses grief, and 


‘sensibility will recognise a sister under any 


mask, form or feature. Sorrow for a brother 
was so natural, and in this case, so unrestrain- 
ed, that Ellen, our new comer, was very soon 
enlisted in all the hopes, doubts and fears, and 
in return communicated her own deep anxie- 
ties for her friends, some perhaps affected, and 
a few real. Be that as it may, there was cone 
fidence and communion, till they poured their 
souls into each other as freely as streams that 
commingle in the ocean. Affection like water, 


when too widely spread, will stagnate and dry 


up—but give it a deep channel to flow in, and 
one large reservoir to receive it, and no rank 
envy can poison it, nor torrid jealousy dry it up. 

Almost every week brought Jetters to Ellen 
from her relatives, and as often disappointment 
to the sad sister. Sometimes Ellen’s news 
made her sad too. but generally very cheerful ; 
ut such times she would come tripping all-ani- 
mated into her chamber, as if to impart a share 
of her glad intelligence, and make her mate 


happy as_ herself. Then something would 


check her, and when Laura would say, “ Now 
do let me have part’—she was almost cold 


and unkind. Once, Laura took up a letter she 


had let fall, which she snatched from her with 
the quickness of a grimalkin, and threw it in 
the fire. * Really, Ellen, you didn’t tell me 
you had a Lover; ha! then the pretty fellow 
that came with you, wasn’t your brother, was 
he, my dear?” 

Lilen seemed to assent, and let it pass. Ever 
and anon, however, it was a subject of amuse- 
ment between them, and served to diversify, 
and light up the dull monotony of melancholy, 
and render even anxiety tolerable. So passed 
May and June; every week darker and darker 
as to the fate of Albert, and every day bearing 
heavier and heavier on the afflicted family— 
for all begun now to feel, what the fearful 
Laura too readily foreboded. A certain and 
known calamity we are able to meet with for- 
titude ; but the horror of uncertainty, that giant 


of the tmind’s imaginings, who can bear! 
it—-Albert will soon write himself, and then I| 


We now return to search for Albert. Havy- 


‘ing conveyed Blandena to her Summer quar- 
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ters, Walter, according to promise, set off for| past, and August was creeping mournfuily by. 
St Lowuis, whence our hero had last written.; The post boy came, as usual, to bring disap- 
We do not pretend to account fur such a volun- |pointment. Well Laura,” said Elien as sing 
tary, devotional enlistment in an enterprise |closed a letter, “ the lover you hectored ine 
apparently so cheerless and profitless. Per-|about will be here on Monday next, and, as he 
haps, it was friendship, or the welfare of his} writes, will bring good news of your brother.” 
cousin, no matter what, we only state the fact ; |** Will ke” said Laura “ then t will love him 
believing however that a jaunt down the Ohio, too.” Mond.y came, creeping like a snail ; 
has novelty and pleasure sufficient to balance | the stage was equally dilatory 5 at last it was at 
allout-goes. Walter stopped at Cincinnati and, the door, just as night satin. The beavy steps 
Coridon, only to find how little could be known, fell; Ellen ran to the door, expecting ony 
when all are strangers; when all gazed with! her friend—* Dear, dear Leura,” suid Albeit, 
a solicitude deep as hisown. Disappointment|as he sprang and impressed a kiss on ihe 
seemed te meet him in every step. and he had|cheek of—whom? & Ha. ha, ha,” chuckied 
arrived at Missouri’s capital, without finding a the more keen-sighted Waler, © Blandena, 
track he could call Albert’s. There he ex-| where is Adam, now?” It was too late for 
amined every stage. boat and bar register for, apologies. ‘The voice of Albert had called he 
his name. but in vain. Then he described and real Laura, and she was now in a brothcr’s 


inquired. questioned and cross questioned with arms. Surely this wasa ‘Haj\ py Meeting ” 
similar success. Again he went to books, and| a 
asa last hope, he thought he detected his FROM THE SATURDAY EVENING CHRONICLE, 


hand-writing under a feigned name. This Arthur fHordington. 
person whoever it might be, had left months “ How intolerably irksome !” exclaimed 
befove, for N. Orleans. Hither then Walter) young Mordington. shutting his book with vio- 
di ected his search. He arrived a little after lence, and starting from a table loaded with 
dark, and being wearied with anxiety and) untarnished volumes; * how can my father 
watching he called for a bed, determined to! insist so strenuously on a profession for an 
begin his inquintes in the morning. While) only son? Of what use is wealth, if it cannot 
he wailed for a lamp, he heard the Landlord | exempt one from the pitiful drudgery of sci- 
inquire oy Creole, what time will Col. Hun- entific pursuits !—a profession 1oo. like this, 
ter start ¢ * At day-light Sir,” replied the of all others the driest, the most laborious.” 
servant. Whois Col. Hunter ”? said Wal- Arthur opened his port-folio, and had aguin set 
ter ‘ A brave young feliow, answered the down to complete an unfinished landscape, 
host, “ 7 tt Slice ung see in the Mexican’ when Mr Mordington entered his study. “I 
service. ‘he Guerillas have sent him a com- fear | am on unwelcome visitor,” stid the old 
| tec ‘ ’ 
mission, and he goes to-morrow—it is a pity, man, with ap aspect of mingled seriousness 
for he $ Loo noble to ~ cut to peices by those |and benignity. * No, my futher, your presence 
cursed Spaniards, ils he finely formed ?” cannot be unwelcome, even though my em- 
said ee a Yes.” © Bisck. heavy eye- ployment renders me obnoxious to parental 
brow 2" “ ai es a forehead, and bushy reprehension ;” and the inyenius Arthur glan- 
nair 2?” *& Yes.” 1] must see him to night ced his is drawiny app: 
then” * You can’t see him,” said the Cr - = = aes we Bh. a ee 
, ant se » Si cole |an expression that seemed to deprecate reproot. 
firmly. a he has forbid admitting any one.” | + Sull, then,” rejoined the father, as his mild 
* Tell him then, said hs alter, “ his friend eye followed that of his son, *¢ still then incur- 
W allace — - ee a It wall ye a a rp of reproach ! still stopping on 
use,”’ said he, and went directly out. alter the hill side of science, to gather her ephem- 
ly close a, — being cpg iy flowers? When, my son, will you attain 
1e servant crossed the street, pussed up a its summit. But { will spare you further re: 
long b.ck stair-case, and entered his master’s proof, the time has at length arrived when you 
room, leaving the voor halfopen. One glance | must feel the strong necessity of mental exer 
told the truth; and the next moment, Walter tion. Kvents have taken place for which I fear 
Was In the arms of Albert. It would be grati-' you are altogether unprepared, Arthur tell 
fying to tell the various arguments, which were, me. can you bear the shock of incalculable 
, orig | to er a a ia his dissppointment !—Once indeed, | hoped from 
uty. He wos firm and unbending in his pur- | the early promise of your childhood, that your 
pose, and had only yielded, to all the eloquence mind would eventually rise to an elevation be- 
ot ~_ 2 and — — a ge ca the control of circumstances; but alas! 
struck twelve. ur readers will recollect the ‘though still characterized by the noble quali- 
; or y 1 
he oick band that afierwards nearly all perished Ues of truth, honor, and benevolence ; though 
inthe Mexican struggle. Tothem he hadcome | gifted with talents of no ordinary cast, and for- 
+ nice in gig _ he ire — oy oaphe excite universal admiration, yet still 
esamemanner, At day-break he was far on| my dear Arthur, you have fallen short of that 
the Mississippi wending his way homeward, iheight to which my hopes had, pethaps too 
Here we must leave them and return to the proudly, aspired. I see you engaged in nu- 
rod . . . . e 4 "J 
family whoin we left in despair. July had|merous pursuits, none of them perhaps ab 
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sivactedly censurable, but from their variety.| uation you will at least feel the necessity of 
incompauble with excellence in any. Appa-| abjuring your accustomed society.” 
renuy unconscious that your country has any! The necessary arrangements oftheir humble 
claim on your talents, you neglect a profession | establishment were at length completed, and 
to Which you might become an ornament ;/|the feelings of Arthur now reverted to a sub- 
the paths of science are deserted for those of ject of deeper interest. Amid the bustle and 
pleasure, and I shall look vainly on the rolls| fatigue of recent events, the image of the 
of fame, or the record of usefulness, for the! beautiful Claribel came over his soul. like the 
naine of my son, Yet no, I will still hope,| lovely visions of home on the worn and weary 
Arthur, that the proudest heights are not be-| spirit of the sea tossed mariner. No further 
yond your reach. = If you bear the intelligence | duties claimed his immediate attention, and he 
[ have to communicate with firmness, you | was already at her side. My beloved Claribel 
have yet sufficient energy to attain the ne| 1 come to seek in your presence a temporary 
Hitherto your incentives toexertion have been | oblivion of misfortune : you are probabiy ap- 
comparatively fveble ; hereafter they will em-| prized that your affection is my only remain- 
brace every claim of upright principle. Hith-/ ing wealth.” Is it possible then that the 
ety you have beev reared in the lap of afflu-| sudden report of your fathe: s failure is true ?”’ 
ence,—you must now depend on industry atone |* It is indeed but too true.” Arthur now gave 
tor support. Wealth is at all times precarious | ‘the astonished girl a lucid statement of his 
that of commerce particularly so. A mercan-, blasted prospects. ‘* But my dearest Claribel, 
tule house is often undermined by remote cau- ‘if you are sull unchanged,” and he lified his 
ses, and suddenly prostrated in the midst of dark eye beaming with confidence to her face, 
imposing splendor | have long veen consid-|—but its expression did not please him. 
e:ed ihe master of immense wealth, but my) There was something in it of chagrin, of dis- 
vast possessions are already transferred to} appointment, of mortified pride, nothing of 
otbers and ail that remains, exclusive of a’ sympathy, nothing of that confiding tenderness 
siail sum, sufficient for the completion of your, which was wont to beam from her soft hive 
studies, will barely afford me the common/eye., Arthur relinquished wer hand, sid con- 
necessaries of life.?’ | ‘tinued in a more serious tone ; ** Miss Sedley ; 
Arthur, whose countenance during this I do not now ask the hasty consummation "of 
gradual disclosure had assumed repeated’ your vows :—Fondly, pa ‘ssionately as I have 
changes, now flung himself at the feet of his, hitherto anticipated our union, | would not 
father. “ And cam you, sir, who bear the! claim my affianced bride on the verge of penu- 
stroke so calmly, con you doubt my firmness ! ry. 1 will first obtain a competence, and this 
} feet the blow indeed, but only, for my father ;|/in a country like ours, is the certain meed of 
and if the future exertions of your erring son! professional industry. Prompted to exertion 
an lighten the gloom of penury, be assured) by the most powerful of human incentives 
you shall yet be happy.” A tear trembled on! 1 may rationally hope to claim my lovely Clar- 
the silver lashes of the venerable Mordington ; | ibel ere the rose on her cheek is faded; but, 
as he raised and blessed bis son; and Arthur| Miss Sedicy, whenever your engagements 
felt that this one moment of cievated feeling,| hang heavily on your heart, I will voluntarily 
Was worth an empire. and forever renounce them.” A hesitating 
The bustie of business now succeeded.—j reply was interrupted by the entrance of com- 
The magnificent mansion, the splendid fur-| pany, and Arthur, no longer capable of general 
niture, the gardens identified with a thou- | converse retired to revolve his short interview 
sand dear and sacred recollections, nay even) with Claribel in the welcome solitude of bis 
the consecrated ground that contained the ashes|chamber. Her image, hitherto so bright and 
of a wife and mother, all were suddenly relin-| cheering, came changed and shaded on his 
quished. a new proprietor was oceehed | Seog fancy, like the brilliant cloud that fades, 
in their place, and a small house, in theremote|even while we gaze, into dusky vapour. He 
part of the metropolis, became the habitation | recalled her every word—look—altitude :— 
ot the late affluent Mordington. So sudden | put the tone of her voice came not un his car 
was the transition, so striking the chanye, it) us 1 was wont, in melung softness : “ And was 
seemed the work of magic; and Artnur smi-| she coanged? might woman assume a truth 
led at the dreaming seisations it excited, as} and tendernes and purity like bers?” Again 
he looked round on his humble abode. His| and ayain the convicuon was rejected, and sull 
father was perfectly tranquil. You will now | it fastened on his heart. Again, however he 
have more leisure for study,” he observed tc) sought her presence ; for what split can ens 
Arthur, as he assisted him in arranging his/dure the deirious fever of suspense ‘—Clarl- 
library. And why, my dear sir!” “ Your! bel was nocat home, and he followed her Sle ps. 
former associates will now forget your exist-| They led him to a splendid mansion, where 
ence ; you will be at once relieved from thei: | ue had hitherto been secure of a joyous wel- 
presence and their friendship.” “ My futher!|come, and had moved tue object of universal 
what a misanthropic sentiment.” * Well, we| flaitery amid its convivial guests. The strains 
will not contest the point; in our present sit-!of music broke on his ear, andthe glare of 
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light announced festivity. His feelings in-|moment of trial, for the picture recalled ail the 
stinctively caught their accustomed tone, and | soft blandishments of the beautiful original. 
he ascended the stair-case with a buoyant step.| The parted lips seemed to move with the soft 
The gay assembly presented only familiar fa- | breathings of unutterable love. And the lan- 
ces, and the companions of many a festive, guid eye met his with an expression of ineffa- 
scene. With a brow open and serene as ajble tenderness. A bitter smile wrought the 
summer sky, Arthur gazed for a moment at feelings of Mordington, as he exclaimed, * and 
the well known groupe, but he stood as a'such is the vaunted truth of woman!” While 
stranger, solitary and unnoticed, where con- yet the features of Claribel wore the languor 
tended welcomes had hitherto greeted him.|of revelry, Arthur stood before her, but how 
He met the eye of his most intimate associates, | unlike the ardent, the tencer, the confiding 
and received only a bow of cold and careless,lover. With a countenance indeed somewhat 
recognition. Yet never was Arthur Mording-| paler than usual, but besring no trace of pas- 
ton less humbled than at this moment sion, or vestige of agitation, he wore an aspect 
Throwing back the thick glossy hair from his|so new, so calm, so determined, that she 
polished forehead, he calmly advanced, and|shrunk unconsciously from his presence, and 
walked with a firm and haughty step to the | had already a vague anticipation of his purpose. 
further end of the apartment. For the first|‘* Miss Sedley,” he said, gracefully presenting 
time in his life he felt a conscious superiority! her with the miniature, “1 can no longer 
over his companions, anc his dark eye turned, retain this pledge of imaginary affection, 
on them with an expression of uncontrolable’ Recent circumstances have dispelled the iilu- 
scorn. * Andyeare the beings,” he mentally sion under which 1 received it. “You have 
exclaimed “ who have hitherto followed in my Dething more to dread from my presence ; 
wake, adopting my habits, and reflecting my | consider your former vows as cancelled ;— 
follies? Ye are the friends who have lured me You are again free, and may your future life 
from every noble pursuit, and whose profes- prove as gay and splendid, as mine, | trust, 
sions of friendship | have received as an equiv-| Will be tranquil and satisfied.” He bowed 
alent for worth and intellect ! Consummate with dignity, and left the petrified Claribel to 
weakness” he continued, biting his lip, and her own reflections, That they were none of 
contracting his high arched brow, while the the most pleasant nature we can easily imagine; 
contempt they excited now reverted tohimself.| for, however incapable of pure affection, yet 
« Ridiculous vanity, ’tis fit the clutches of pov- the personal graces of Mordington had thrown 
erty should tear thy contemptible veil.” ‘The 4 kind of thraldom over her feelings, and but 
fair being he sought, now flitted before him, for the yet stronger passion of female vanity, 
but her presence brought no healing to his sbe would sull have preferred bim to all oth- 
wounded spirit. He addressed her with re-, ers. Nay,at the moment she was thus calmly 
spect, but she heard him with a careless ear, given up, every other evil faded into insignili- 
and turned away to listen to the common-place|Cance, and she would cheerfully have shared 
flattery of a wealthy profligate. ’Tis enough, | the destiny of the elegant being who renoun- 
said Mordington, and he left the festive assem- ced her. Might not she still hope to regein 
bly with many a useful lesson indelible engra-| her former ascendancy ? might not jealousy 
ven on his burning heart. He passed the! have wrought this sudden alienation ? No! too 
proud home of his childhood, and the moon, calm and settled was the expression of his 
beams gleamed upon its high and glittering calm and brilliant eye ; too mild and unbroken 
casements. The extensive gardens lay spread the tones of his steady voice-—He had then 
in yellow light, and the rich odours of the cast her away, not from capriceor resentment 
shrubbery rose like a cloud of incense on the but as a false and valueless gem, unworthy of 
evening breeze. A thousand tender associa-|# place in his heart. Such were the torturing 
tions rushed on his heart—but they were sti-|"eflections of the versatile fair one ; while 
fled at once by yet more impassioned emotions.| Mordington, with a strong and decisive effort, 
— + Thank Heaven!” he exclaimed as the) flung her at once and forever from his memo- 
voice of strangers resounded in the hall,;'y-—Yet for some time, the energies of his 
‘thank Heaven, I am no longer surrounded | mind were dampened, and he felt as if floating 
by that fictitious splendor, which made me the! 0n a dead and shoreless sea, whose tainted 
dupe of sycophants.—Not for the fee simple of Waters exhaled continued pestilence, while 
the world would L again submit to the degrading | decayed and ghastly images surrounded him. 
charm that has hitherto bound my senses.| Oh, who that has passed the gay morning of 
My soul is now free ; the fancied obligations of! €xistence does not remember the first chill in 
Jove and friendship are cancelled ; 1 may now |youthful feeling, when the bright world which 
renounce the world ;---hereafier | acknowledge | fancy had invested with truth, and beauty and 
no claims but those of filial duty.” | holiness, is for the first time revealed in all its 
Arthur had long worn the miniature of corruption, W hen the unreserved trust of the 
(laribel next his heart ; he now returned it to| glowing heartis betrayed,and the breath of faith- 
#8 Case, and with it the braid of long auburn; !essness and ingratitude blights the affections 
hair from which it was suspended.—-It was a lof life’s radiant spring ! To a strong and vit- 
































tuous mind, lowever, this feeling of desolation 
is but temporary. Whenthe meteors of youth 
are extinguished, a purer and more permanent 
light rises on the darkness ofthe soul. ‘The 
visions of bliss, as they pass away, give place 
to the calm and rational duties of life, and 
their guidance leads the spirit gently onward 
in those quiet paths where the storms of 
passion are hushed to rest, and short lived 
flowers are exchanged for fruits of celestial 
origin. 

Such was the case of Arthur Mordington. 
A litde while, and far higher excitements than 
those of selfish indulgence again roused him 
toexeruon. The dictates of reason, and the 
claims of an unfortunate parent, whose future 
hopes centred in him, now called for the exer- 
cise of talents hitherto but too much neglected 
and with a strong resolve, he bent all the ener- 
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THE TRAVELLER. 


** He travels and expatiates as the bee 
‘¢ From flower to flower, so he fromland to Jand.”” 


FROM THE NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE, 


Che Grile of Scio. 


The following day a strong head wind detain- 
ed us till evening, beating through the straits 
of Scio, and alternately tacking from its wooden 
coast of Chesme and Asia Minor. This beau- 
tiful arm of the sea, once celebrated as the 
scene of the defeat of Antiochus, has in later 
days been rendered doubly interesting by the 
struggles of Greece; it was at Chesme, that 
in 1770, the Russian Admiral Orlow destroyed 
the Ottoman fleet, and it was in the same strait 
that in 1822 the modern Themistocles con- 
signed to destruction the author of the Sciote 





—— 


gies of his mind to tie profession he had em-| Massacre, The view on either shore is splen- 
braced. Condensed to one point, his exertions! didly beautiful, but on both, the associations of 


were eminently successful. The science he 


memory cast a feeling of disgust over every 


had utterly detested, soon became one of deep) object; we could not look on the verdant hills 
moral interest, and he was at length able to|of Scio without a shuddering recollection of 
unravel the most intricate web of legal contro-| the slaughter that had so lately stained them, 
versy. His first attempt at the bar cmbraced| whilst the opposite and equally beautiful coast 
a cause of unusual interest, and Mordington| was alike detestable as the home of its perpe- 


had undertaken it from the purest motives. 


trators. But whilst tous the scene was any 


A wealthy citizen had long been in quiet pos-| thing but a pleasing one, there was one indi- 
session of a small property, which he had) vidual on buard our vessel to whom the sight 
wrested by fraud from an honest and industri-| of this devoted island served to summon up 
ous labourer.—It was his all, and unable to; the most heart-rending reflections.-~ This was a 
contest it, he was at once reduced from a hum-! young Greek lady oftwenty-two or twenty-three 


ble compeience, to the extreme of penury. 


years of age, a native of the island, a witness 


Accident had given Mordington a knowledge! tothe massacre, anda destitute exile in conse- 
of the circumstance, and from a careful inves-| quence of the murder of her family. Sbe was 
tigation of the case he thought the property| now on her way to Smyrna, in order to place 
might be reclaimed. He at once proposed to, herself under the protection of a distant relu- 
undertake the cause of the unfortunate man,|tive, whom she hoped though faintly, to find 
but disclaimed the idea of reward. “If I suc-| still surviving, She sat all day upon the deck 
ceed,” he said, “1 should regret to see your| watching with wistful eyes the shores of her 
restored possessions mutilated by fees. If l,native island; at every approach which our 
am defeated, 1 shall ouly have rendered you) vessel made towards it, she seemed straining 
a disservice.” The suit was commenced to recognize some scene that had once been 
and the day of trial arrived. As he entered’ familiar, or perhaps some now deserted home 
the court, his hand was suddenly grasped by | that had once been the shelter of her friends; 
the warm pressure ot friendship. He looked and when on the opposite tack, we again neared 
up and beheld a young barrrister, with whom,:the Turkish coast, she turned her back upon 
in his days of prosperity, he had once solicit-| its hated hills to watch the retreating shores of 
ously cultivated an acquaintance. Thomas’ her desolated home. I had not been aware of 
Wheatly was one of the few in whose charac- her being on ‘board, as her national retiring 





ter wealth, talents, and virtue, blend their) babits had prevented her appearing upon deck 
various lights. ‘Ihe learned, the virtuous, and) during the early part of the voyage ; but as 
the trifling, were all equally emulous of his she drew near Scio, feeling seemed to over- 
regard. But among those who*sdmired his, come education and prejudice, and she sat al. 
character,independent ofits adventitious splen-| dey beneath the awning to satiate herself with 
dor, was Arthur Mordington. Possessing a gazing and with recollection. 

heart of congenial mould, gifted with talents!) ‘Lowards evening we drew near the ruined 


of the same cast, and moving in a sphere o 


f,town, built on the sea-shore, at the foot of « 


equal affluence, he might rationally have aspi-| wooded hill, which had been the scite of the 
red to a distinguished place in his friendship ;| ancient city of Scio. Its houses seemed all 
but while he himself moved in a continued roofless and deserted, whilst the numerous 
round of pleasure, Wheatly, with indefatigable! groups of tall and graceful cypresses which 


ardor, was climbing the steeps of professiona 


science. (Concluded in our mext.) 


!'rose amidst them, contrasted sadly with 
the surrounding desolation ; all was solitude 
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and silence ; we could not descrya living crea- | the tale, descried the fl\mes that rose from the 


tureon the beach, whilst from the shattered | 


burning mansions of their frien:s, and heard in 


fortress on the shore, the blood-red flag of! the calm silence of twilight, the distant death- 


M:homed waved in crimson pride above the 
scene of its late barbarous triumph. At sun- 
se’ the wind changed; wepassed the Spalma- 
dores and Ipsara, and, rounding the promonto- 
ry of Erythre, entered the bay of Smyrna 
As we caught the last glimpse of the ruins of 
Scio the unfortunate lady pointed out the re- 


mais of a house to thenorth of the town,which | 





scream of their butchered townsmen 3 whilst 
a few flying wretches close pursued by their 
infuriate murderers, told them but too truly of 
their impending fate. As one of the most 
important in the valley, their family was al- 
most the first marked out for murder, and ere 
they had a moment to think of precaution, a 
patty of Turkish soldiers beset the house 


had been her father’s ; it was now in ruins, and! which afforded but few resources for reluge 


as clearly as we could discern, appeared to be 
of large dimeusion, and situated on one of the 
most picturescue points of Scio. Her name, 
she said, was Kalerdji, and her father had been 
one of the commissioners for collecting the 
revenue of the Sultana from the gum-mastic 
of the island. On the breaking out of the 
revolution in the Morea, strong apprehensions 
of a similar revolt in Scio were entertained in 
the Divan, and a number of the most distin- 
guished Greeks of the island were selected to 
go to Constenunople as hostages for the loyalty 
of the remainder; amongst those were her 
futher and her only brother ; herself, her moth- 
er, and two elder sisters being left alone in 
Scio. Tranquillity continued undisturbed in 
the island for more than a year; though the 
account of the reiterated successes of the 





or concealment. From a place of imperfect 
security, the distracted Phrosine was an invol- 
uptary witness to the murder of lv r miserable 
sisters, aggravated by every insult and indiyui- 
ty suggested by brutality and crime, while her 
frantic mother was stabbed upon the lifeless 
corpses of her violated offspring. Satisted 
with piunder, the monsters left the house in 
search of farther victims, whilst she crept 
from her hiding-place to take a last farewell of 
of her butchered parent, and fly for refuge to 
the mountains. She had scarce dropped a 
tear over the immolated remains of all that was 
dear to her, and made a step towards the door 
when she perceived a fiesh patty of demons 
already at the threshold. ‘Too late to regain 
her place of refuge, death with all its agyrava- 
ted horrors, seemed now inevitable, uil in the 


Moreots were daily stirring up the energics| moment she adopted an expedient. She flew 


of the inhabitants, whose turbulence was only | 


suppressed by the immediate dread of the 
Turkish garrison im the Genoese fortress on 
the beach, the on.y strong hold in Scio. 

One evening, however, a squadron of three 


vessels manued with Samians, entered the’ 


harbour, attacked the unsuspecting garrison, 


succeeded in despatching the guard, and taking 


possession of the fortress. But the deed was. 





towards the heap of slaughter, smeared her- 
self with the sul oozing blood of her mother, 
and falling on her face beside her, she lay 
motionless as death. “The Turks entered the 
apartments, but, finding their errand anticipa- 
ted, were again departing, when one of them, 
perceiving a brilliant sparkling on the finger of 


and aided by the lowest rabble of the town, | Phrosine returned to secure it. He lifted the 


apparently lifeless hand, and attempted to draw 
it off, it had, however, been too long, too dearly 





done without calculation, and could be produc- | worn ; it was the gift of her affianced husband 
tive of no beneficial result ; the fort was unten-| and had tarried till it was now only,to be with- 
able, and on the almost immediate arrival of drawn fiom ihe finger by an effort. The Turk 
the Ottoman fleet, a capitulation without a| however, made but quick work ; after in val 
blow ensue!. The news brought by the hos- | twisting her delicate hand in every direction 
tile armament was of the instant execution of to accomplish his purpose, he drew a knile 
the ill-fared hostages, the moment the accounts from hls girdle and commenced slicing off the 
of the revolt had reached the Porte. Over-|flesh fromthe finger. ‘This was the last scene 
whelmed with grief for the loss of their only|she could remember. It was midnight when 
and beloved protectors, the family of Kalerdji| she awoke from the swoon into which her ag- 
spent the few intervening days in vain but|ony and her effort to conceal it had thrown 
poignant regret, anc in the seclusion of their) her, and she lay cold and benumbed,surrounded 
bereft mansion knew nothing of what was|by the new ciottcd streams of her last loved 
passing at the town, where, whilst the Greeks| friends. Necessity now armed her with encr- 
were occupied in supplications and submis-| gy; no time waslefi for consideration, and dy 
sion to the Captain Pacha, and the Turks in| would soon be breaking. She rose, and sull 
false protestations of forgiveness and amity, | f4int with terror and the loss of biood, flew to a 
the troops of the sultan disemparked at the|spot where the valuables of the house had been 
fortress. At Jength the preparations for|secured; disposing of the most portable about 
slaughter were completed, and the work of/her person. she took her way to the mountains. 
death commenced. She pointed out to us the cliff where she had 

it was on the evening of the third day from |long lain concealed, and the distant track by 
the arrival of the Turkish admiral that the| which she had gained it, through a path at 
family of the wreiched being who lived to tell/every step impeded by the dead or dying re- 

















mains of her fellow-countrymen. Bythetime 
she supposed the tide of terror had flowed past 
when she no longer observed from her lofty 
refuge the daily pursuits and murder of the 
immolated Sciots and when she saw the Otto- 
man fleet sail from the harbour beneath its 
crimson pennon, now doubly tinged with blood, 
she descended with her fuvitive companions, 
to the opposite shore of the Island. Here af- 
fer Walling many a tedious day, she succeeded 
in geting on board an Austrian vessel, the 
master of which engaged to land her at Hydra, 
in return for the quantity of jewels and gold 
she had been abie to reserve. She reached 
the Isiand in safety, where, she had remained 
for nearly two years, but, finding or fancying 
her various benefactors to be weary of their 
charge. she was now going to seek, even In the 
lund of her enemies, a relative who had been 
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to chastisement of the former, and when other 
means fail, to loss of employment to the latter. 
Possibly the method of Dean Swift might be 
practised with advantage. His hired girl, going 
abroad one day, left the door open, and after 
proceeding a couple of miles was sent for by 
the Dean to come back in great haste. She 
obeyed the summons—and on reiurning, was 
coolly ordered to shut the door. She did so, 
and never forgot the lesson afterwards :—To 
conclude, we say, * Shut, shut the door, ,ood 
John,” Betty, Molly, Peggy—master and n.is- 
tress. man and maid, son and daughter—get 
this lesson by heart—nay, have it at your Fin- 
GEk’s ENDS, and ever ready for application— 
Shut the Door ! 
Ee 

A grand speculation —* Ma foi?” said a 

little Frenchman to his friend, as they walked 





living at Smyrna, but whom she knew not if 
she should srill find surviving or fallen by the 
sabre of their common enemy. 

Her tale was told with calm composure of 
ott-repeated and long contemplated grief; she 
shed no tear in its relation ; She scarcely hea- 
ved a sigh over her sorrows; she seemed, 
young as she was. to have made her alliance 
with misery, She had now, she said, but one 
hope left; and if that should fail she had only 
death 10 look to. 





—s«s PEISCHLLANEOUS. — 


** Variety we still pursue, 
** In pleasure seek for something new.” 
Shut the Door. 

Among the greatest ills we are doomed to! 
suffer, especially in the northern clime is that | 
of being exposed to the keen blasts of a pitiless’ 
winter day thro’ the carelessness of those who| 
run in and out, as if for no other purpose than | 
to render a well finished 1oom and a good fire | 
“null and void.” We know an inn-keeper, | 
who never closes a door after him, whether in 
the bar-room, the dining-room, or the parlor ; 
and seems to delight in keeping his guests 
shivering over a mug of toddy, or their teeth 
chattering with the cold, over a knife and fork 
This is bad policy in a tavern-lord, for at the 
same time that beis making his guests un- 
confortable. they are resolving in their own 
minds never to call again. 

It is rather an idle project to think of warm- 
ing “all out doors,” especially when the mer- 
cury Is 10 degrees below zero. And now 
that winter is approaching, we beg leave to 
enjoin it upon all, to Shut the Door! It isa 
kcsson that cannot be too early nor too often 
Inculcated upon children, to shut the door afte: 
them. The same lesson should be ziven t 
hired people about house. And this mos: 
important lesson should not only be 1ncuLca. 
TED upon children and domestics, but shoulu 
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behind young Strut, who assumed a vast con- 
sequence on the strength of being worth thirty 
thousand dollarsy—* Ma foi! | should like to 
muke one speculation?” And in what 
would you speculate, Monsieur?” asked his 
companion. ‘* I should like to buy that young 
man for what others think him worth, and sell 
(him for what he thinks himself worth: ma 
foi, it would make me one grand fortune.” 
— 

Wild Oats.—Henry Lord Falkland having 
been brought into the house of commons at a 
very early age, a grave Senator objected to 
his youth, remarking, that * he did not look as 
if he had sown all his wild oats.” “Then I 
am come to the properest place, where there 
are so many old geese to pick them up.” 
a 
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SUMMARY. 


A new work has been proposed for at Washington, te 
be called ** Tbe American Museum of Arts and Science.” 
* The North American,” a weekly miscellany for- 
erly published at Baltimore, has been discontinued. 
‘¢ Washington's Letters” will be put to press in the 
course of a few weeks. 

A newspaper is about to be established for the beneft 
of the Cherokees. It will be called “ The Cherokee 
Phenix,” and be under the direction of Elias Bondiuot. 
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MARRIED, 

In this city on the 16th ult, by the Rev. Mr Stebbins, 
Mr. William Leggat, of the firm of Scott & Leggat, of 
New-York, to Miss Jane Ann, daughter of Mr. Richard 
Atwell, of this city 

On Sunday evening last, by the Rev. T. F. King, 
Mr. Charlies Mott, to Miss Sophia H. Waiwoith, o% 
Middletown, Ct. 

At Hillsdale, by Richard Gaul Esq. on the 15th ult 
Mr. Philip Mickle, of Ghent, to Miss Peggy Morrey quart, 
of the former place. 

At New-York, onthe 18th ult. Mr. John Byron, of 
that city, to Miss Lois Bunker, daughter of David R,. 
Bunker, of this city. 

On the 28th ult. M. M. Noah, Esq. editor of the 
New-York Enquirer, to Miss Rebecca, only daughter of 
Vir. Daniel Jackson, ail of New-York. 

DIED, 

In this city, on the 9th ult, Mr. Allen Reynolds, in the 
65th year of his age. He was a soldier of the Revolution. 

At Livingston, on Saturday, the 24th ult. James 





be cu forced, insuch manner as it best may, even 


ii y kl the 9 ‘oO : 1 
Ackly, son of Themas Ack!y, in the 1s th year of his age. 


























































oo 




















ss POETRY. 





FOR THE RURAL REPOSITORY. 
THE EVENING WALK, 
*T was an evening in summer—the fields were gay— 
The mantle of night o’er the landscape lay ; 
And on that inantle the moonbeams fell. 
There was one fair maid whom alone I loved, 
And with her on that beautiful evening [ roved, 
Down the streamlet’s bank, and the shady dell, 
That scene I can never forget—nor in vain 
Shall that evening on memory’s tablet remain. 
We wandered slow by the rivulet’s side, 
Where bloomed the lily, and violet pied, 
And where wild-flowers enlivening perfumes shed, 
That purling stream gave a pleasing sound, 
As it wildly gurgled the rocks around, 
Or rippled along on a smoother bede 
Sweet were the murmurs that fell on my ear; 
But ‘twas sweeter my Lucy’s voice to hear, 
Up the vaulted sky rolled a fleecy cloud; 
And the heavens were veiled in the dark blue shroud, 
Whose folds were edged with a silvery hue : 
As it passed away, the fair moon shone, 
And the stars that rode high on their azure throne, 
Peeped out from beneath that cloud of blue. 
That beautiful cloud to the eye was dear ; 
But more beautiful far did my Lucy appear. 


We strayed down the vale where the tall trees grew, 


Through whose wide-spreading branches the summer- 


gale blew, 
While the low bushes gently were waving by: 


And the dim shade around gave a charm to the scene, 
While the moon looked down through the foliage green, 


Where the nightingale tuned his merry notes bigh. 
That scene was lovely—that musick—tbat shade ; 
But in lovelier charms was my Lucy arrayed. 

¥et “twas not the fair form that I most admired, 
Nor was it the fine blue eye that inspired 


The delight which thrilled through my raptured breast ; 
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lose cheeks that with smiles and blushes giowed, 
Aud the voice that in blithesome melody flowed, 
Were not the charms that I loved the best. 
For I knew that bright eye must fade away, 
And those glowing cheeks would ere long decay, 
But [saw in my Lucy the beauty of MIND; 
For pity, and kindness, and love refined 
In ber bosom dwelt; and virtue had cast 
A lustre there that shall brighter shine, 
In the dark cheerless hour of life’s decline, 
When the bloom of youth shall have long been past. 
Beauty may sparkle and please for a while; 
Yet Virtue alone wears a constant smile. &. 
a 
TROM THE LITERARY MAGNET. 
THE SOLDIER’S FUNERAL. 
BY G. F. RICHARDSON. 
Wark ! Elark! mid the busy stir of life, 
And the crowded city’s hum, 
I hear the thrilling tone of the fife, 
And the roll of the distant drum ! 
But their alter’d tones chime sad and slow 
To the mourner’s silent tread ; 
For they breathe the hallowed dirge of wo, 
The solemn march of the dead! 





— 





And looks of mauiliest grief are there, 
And stern eyes drop a tear; 

And soldiers falter as they bear 
The youthful warrior’s bier ! 

And see as that bier comes nigh—it bring? 
Bright arms—a useless show ; 

For he hath no need of those gaudy things 
Who sleeps in the coffin below! 


For the voice that gave the stern command 
Hath sighed its latest breath; 

And an infant now may snatch the brand 
Froin his dull cold grasp of Death! 

And the breast so true, and the brow so proud, 
Are cold and senseless all; 

For he hath changed for the coat of mail—tie 

shroud, 

For the warrior’s cloak—the pall. 

He would have hailed the dart that sped, 
His soul to a warrior’s doom: 

But a slow and sickly couch was spread, 
To waft him to the tomb ! 

They have borne him to the sacred porch—- 
They have borne him to the grave ; 

And the last sad rites of the Holy Church 
Are paid to the young and the brave ! 

They have breathed the funeral prayer and hynny 
They have fired the soldier’s knell; 

But it reached not, alas! the ear of him 
Who sleeps in the narrow cell ! 

They have lowered the coffin dark and deep, 
In the lone grave’s hollow womb ; 

And the lady he loved may come to weep 
This eve o'er her soldier’s tomb; 








** Despise not the value of things that are small.” 


Answer tothe PUZZLES in our last, 


PuzzL¥ 1.—Jack-a-lanterns. 
Puzz_E 11.—Because its charged and discharged. 


NEW PUZZLES. 
I. 
Take the name of a season most dreary, 
And the first of created men, 
What at night refreshes the weary, 
And she whom Leander, in vain, 
Swam the Hellespont oer to see ; 
Take him who was Abraham's son, 
And him whom God order’d to flee 
From the wrath of the deluge begun ; 
Take the place where we all are to go, 
And that where the heathens e’er knelt, 
The successor of Pompey’s great foe, 
And the king who Babylon built, 
These initials range right, and his name you'll have 
Of all men most virtuous, noble, and brave. 
Il. 


The beginning of eternity, the end of time and space ; 
the beginning of every end and the end of every place. 
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PRINTING. 


Books, Pamphlets, Checks, Cards, Blanks, Hand: 
bills, &c. Kc. neatly and expeditiously executed at this 
office, upon reasonable terms. 
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RURAL REPOSITORY. 


\Is printed and published every other Saturday at One 


Dollar per annum,payable in advance, by WILLIAM 
B.STODDARD, at Ashbel Stoddard’s Printing Office 
and Book Store, No. 135, Corner of Warren and 
Third Streets, Hudson—where communications may 


be left, or transmittec through the post office. 
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